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" TERRY I Look at all those paper napkins on 
*J the ground! Pick them right up, please, 
and put them in the rubbish box!" 

"Okay, Mom," little Jerry Ross grumbled as 
he picked up the papers around the table out- 
side their tent. "But I thought we were going 
to have fun, camping. I didn't know we'd have 
to be tidy here, too, just like at home!" 

Mr. Ross looked up from his fishing equip- 
ment. "It's even more important to be neat 
when we're camping," he told his little boy. 
"If everybody littered up the camp sites, this 
wouldn't be a very nice place to come to, would 
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"Guess not." Jerry muttered. He was tired 
of always being told to pick things up, and put 
things away, and be neat and tidy. 

"Gheer up, son." his father grinned. "Let's 
you and me go catch some nice fat trout for 
dinner! How about that?" 

"I don't want to!" Jerry said stubbornly. "I 
want to go in the woods and see all the wild 
animals. 

"All right, dear," his mother smiled. "But I 
don't think you'll see anything wilder than^ 
squirrels around here." 

"Say, that's a good idea. Mom!" Jerry said. 
Til take some peanuts and go feed the squ'r-| 
rels. Okay!™ 



"Well, if you want to." His mother filled a 
bag of peanuts and gave them to Jerry. "Be 
sure to stay on the trail, though," she told him. 
"And don't be gone long. We're having dinner 
soon." 

"As soon as I catch some fish," Mr. Ross 
chuckled, heading for the stream. 

Walking along the trail through the heavy 
woods, Jerry was glad to be alone. He knew he 
had to be neat, but he didn't like hearing about 
it all the time. Out here in the woods, he could 
throw peanut shells on the ground and nobody 
would tell him not to. He started shelling pea- 
nuts and munching happily on them as he went 
along, looking for squirrels. And at last he saw 
one, sitting on the branch of a tree beside the 
trail. 

"Here, squirrel!" Jerry called, holding up a 
peanut. "Come and get your dinner!" But the 
startled squirrel darted down the tree and into 
the brush. Little Jerry ran after it, chasing it 
around trees and through bushes until finally 
he lost it. But he didn't mind too much, if the 
squirrels didn't want his peanuts, that was all 
the more for him to eat. He walked through the 
quiet woods, eating the peanuts, not realizing 
that he had left the trail and was heading away 
from the camp area toward the wildest part of 
the country around there. 

Back at camp. Mrs. Rosa busied herself about 
the tent, getting everything in order and mak- 
ing preparations for dinner. Then she walked 
down to the stream where Mr. Ross was fishing. 
"Any luck?" she called. 

"Yes. an bad." he said glumly. "They just 
aren't biting today. Guess you'll have to open 
us a couple of cans of beans." 

"Beans, Indeed!" Mrs. Ross smiled. "No, 
we'll have bacon and eggs. Better come along, 
now, and call Jerry." 

Back at the tent. Mr. Ross called and called, 
but no Jerry showed up. "He's probably gone 
pretty far up the trail," he reassured Mrs. Ross. 
"You start dinner and I'll walk up and get him." 

He set out up the trail, calling Jerry's name. 
Halfway up the trail, he met another camper 
coming down. "Say, did you see a little boy on 
the trail, six years old, a little redhead?" 

"Why, no!" the camper said. "And I've been 
all the way to the end, about five miles. Your 
little boy must have wandered ofE the trail. If 
I were you, I'd get the Park Ranger. This is 
, pretty rough country and he knows It better 
than anybody-* 



Alarmed now. Mr. Roes ran back to camp. 
"Jerry seems to have wandered into the woods, " 
he told Mrs. Ross. "But don't worry, we'll get 
the Ranger and he'll find him all right!" 

When the Ranger heard the story, he hurried 
at once with the Rosses up the trail. His sharp 
eyes darted everywhere, but he couldn't see 
where Jerry had left the trail. 

"Your little boy didn't have any idea of run* 
ning away, did he?" he asked. "Sometimes kids 
do and it makes it tough to find them if they 
hide." 

"I'm. sure he didn't," Mrs, Roes said anx- 
iously. "Oh, just before he left he got a little 
Molding for not picking things up, but I don't 
think that would make him run off!" 

"All right," the Ranger said. "I'll make up 
a search party of the other campers and we'll 
comb the woods. Don't worry. We'll find him!" 

Meanwhile, deep in the woods, Jerry was sit- 
ting on a fallen tree, eating his last peanut. He 
hadn't found any squirrels and he was tired. He 
got up to start home and looked around. Which 
way was the camp? In his wandering he had 
twisted and turned, avoiding bushes and trees, 
until now he didn't know which way to start 
back! Then he heard faint shouts, and once in 
a while a pistol shot. But the hills rolled the 
echoes around so much that he couldn't tell 
which direction they were coming from. He was 
beginning to get scared. Then he looked down 
at the ground and he had an idea! 

Darkness was coming on when the search 
party, scratched and weary from combing the 
woods, assembled on a signal from the Ranger. 
"We've missed him, folks," he told Mr. and MrB. 
Roes. "He may have fallen asleep under a bush 
or something. He couldn't have come all this 
way. Let's head back to the camp and I'll call 
the Sheriff's office for bloodhounds. They'll find 
him all right!" 

"Please hurry!" Mrs, Roas said. "The poor 
little fellow must be awfully frightened by 
now, all alone in the woods!" 

Mr. and Mrs. Roas were almost worn out 
wit£ exhaustion and worry by the time they 
reached their tent with the Ranger. "Take it 
easy, folks," he told them. "We'll have the 
bloodhounds here in no time and . . ." He broke 
off in amazement as a voice piped up. Little 
Jerry's ! — - 

"HI, Mom, Dad! Where have you been? Is 
dinner ready?" 



It was Jerry all right, coming out of the tern. 
His mother rushed to him and gathered him in 
her arms. "Thank goodness you're back! We 
thought you were lost in the woods!" 

"Well, maybe I was, a little," Jerry said. "Bui 
I found my way back good, didn't I?" 

The Ranger told Mr. Ross: "I didn't want u. 
worry you folks, but grown men have been Iopt 
in these woods for days!" Then he said to 
Jerry, "You were mighty lucky to get out of 
there all by yourself, sonny! How did you 
do it?" 

"It was easy," Jerry said. "When I thought 
I was lost. 1 saw a peanut shell on the ground 
and 1 remembered what Mom was always tell- 
ing me about picking up stuff." 

"A peanut shell ?" asked the Ranger, puzzled. 
"What did that have to do with finding your 
way out?" 

"I was eating peanuts and dropping the ahells 
all the way through the woods,"" Jerry told him. 
"So when I remembered what Mom always told 
me. I just went rooking for peanut shells and 
followed them all the way back to the trail!" 

"Well, that was pretty smart, son I" Mr. Ross 
said happily. 

"1 was just doing what Mom told me," Jerry 
said. "And look. Mom, I picked up all the peanut 
shells! I guess it pays to be tidy after all, huh?" 



"It certainly did thia time,"- Mrs. Ross said, 
hugging him. "But let's not prove it this way 
again, shall we?" 
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